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| Miss You, | Love You 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry if any of the medical stuff is wrong. | only looked a little up. | had this idea in my head for awhile. Sorry 


if it doesn\'t make sense or if it is lame. 


| walked the path to where you lay. | know it by heart; | have been here every single day since you passed. It's 
not like the band is together anymore. | can't write anymore songs without you by my side. If | am able to 
write a song it sucks. Tico, David, and | agreed it would be weird touring without you anyway. People have 
asked us why don't we replace you. Every time | say it would be disrespecting your memory and | couldn't 


picture the band with anyone else, but you. 


| remember the day | got the call that you were in the accident. | was planning our evening in my head. That 
night was going to be the day | told you | loved you. | guess fate didn't want us together. | thought it was a 
prank call at first, but when the doctor said you wouldn't make it through the week, possibly not even the 
night, | knew you were hurt badly and this wasn't a joke. | rushed over to the hospital and asked for 


information on you. | was told to wait and a doctor would come out and talk to me. 


| did not have to wait long. Maybe about five minutes; which felt like forever to me. The doctor told me you 
were involved in an accident with an |8-wheeler. At that moment my heart dropped. So many questions went 
through my head. Where you driving? Did you run a red light? Did the truck driver not see you? Was the 


driver drunk? 


When the doctor told me you were not driving | let out a breath | didn't know | was holding. He then told me 
the driver of the car was killed on impact and you were seriously injured. He said once the car was hit by the 
truck the car ended up landing on its roof. Your air bag didn't deploy so you had serious head trauma. Along 
with a lot of internal injuries, every bone in your right arm was broken, and all the bones below your knee in 
you left leg where broken, you also had cuts and bruises covering your body. He told me you were in a coma; 
that you may never wake up from. He said | may go and see you, but only for a little bit. You were in the ICU 


and since | was not family | could not stay long. 


He let me in and the first thing | noticed was all the machines around you. | didn't know what they were for or 
what they did. All | knew was they were keeping you alive and for now that was all that mattered. | sat down 
next to your bed and took your hand in mine. Looking at your face which was pale and covered with cuts and 
bruises. | wished you would open your eyes. | wanted to look into your eyes and know that everything would be 


okay. 


My mind screamed at me that nothing would be okay. That | was going to lose you. | would never get to tell 
you | loved you and knew you loved me. We would never be able to start a relationship that | so desperately 
wanted to start with you. Ever since my wife found out | had feelings for you she couldn't look at me the 
same. She ended up leaving me. | didn't care; as long as you were by my side nothing mattered. Now | run the 
chance of losing you. | felt tears falling down my face. It didn't matter; nothing mattered to me at this point. 
Actually one thing mattered. That you would make it through this and we would be together. 


| sat with you for a few more minutes until someone came in and told me | had to leave. It pained me to leave 
you alone. | started to think why is your mom not here? Does she know you're hurt? Does she not care? | 
figured | would call her when | returned home; alone. | reluctantly left your room and made my way outside. | 
walked the short distance to my car; when | got in | couldn't bring myself to start the car. There were so 
many people | had to tell. | called David and Tico and asked them to meet me back at the house. They tried to 
ask me what was wrong, but | refused to tell them over the phone. That would be wrong. | tried calling your 
mother's house, but no one answered. | figured she was on her way here. | made it back to the house and 


found Tico and David waiting outside. 


| refused to tell them anything for a few minutes. They kept questioning and when | finally had enough | 
blurted out what happened. | couldn't stop myself from breaking down. | told them everything. | told about the 
evening | planned out. | told them about my feelings for you. They didn't seem to care. They kept reassuring 
me that everything would be okay. | couldn't believe them. | told them how | couldn't reach your mother. They 
told me she died a few months ago. | got mad because you didn't tell me, but you told Dave and Tico. That's 
when they told me they overheard you talking to someone else about it. Said you didn't want to bother us with 
it. | filed that in the back of my mind. 


For the next five weeks Tico, David, and myself came and visited you. The doctors kept telling us there was no 
change and we should consider pulling the plugs on the machines. We couldn't bring ourselves to do that. It 
pained me to see you in the condition you were in, but the thought of losing hurt more than knowing you 
weren't getting any better. Tico and David stopped going with me a few days before you..died. | respected their 
decision even though they said | should let you go. | couldn't. 


| started to talk to you when we were alone. | would talk about some many random things. That day | decided 
to talk about the life we would have together when you got better. | would have confessed my love for you 
and you would say you feel the same way. We would move in together and continue with the band. We would 
try and keep our relationship quite, but at some point we would have to tell people. | kept thinking about the 
first kiss we would share or the first time we would make love. | left a few minutes after. | arrived home and 
just watched old videos of the band. Some where the concerts we played and some of the stuff we shot that 


the public has never seen 


In the back of my mind | knew the phone call would come. | knew that this day was going to happen. | thought | 
prepared myself for this moment. | went over what would happen in my mind. Knowing | would never see you 
again. Knowing | would never get to kiss you, make love to you, or just hold you. | was watching a video of you 
and me on Christmas Eve. We were having a party and we ended seeing your piano skills. You were amazing. 


You were in the middle of playing some song; | cannot remember the name, when | heard the phone ring. | 


checked the caller id and it was the hospital. 


| thought about not answering the phone. What if | just ignored it? What if | didn't answer? But, what if you 
were awake? What if you wanted to see me? | didn't want you to think we abandoned you when you needed us. 
| was fearful that the doctor would tell me you were dead. | clamped down on my fears and answered the 


phone. It was a short conversation. There was no easy way of telling someone their loved one had passed away. 


| asked him what happened. | wish | didn't. He said you had caught bacterial meningitis, the doctor said it was a 
life threating infection which causes the tissues around the brain to swell. The doctor said you caught it 
because your immune system was weak because you were still trying to get better from the accident. He said 
you had two seizures within a minute of each other and it caused your heart to stop. They tried to get it 
restarted, but there was nothing they could do. | dropped the phone then. I'm not sure if | hung up, but that 
was the furthest thing from my mind. You were gone; | was never going to see you again. | was never going 
hear your voice, your laugh, see your smile. | dropped to my knees and wept. | couldn't help myself. | don't 
know how long | had sat like that, but Tico and Dave came over. Their eyes were red as well. | guess the 


hospital called and told them of your death. 


| was brought out of my thoughts when | reached your headstone. You were buried between your parents. We 
thought you would like that. | sat down next to the headstone trying to collect my thoughts. | would visit 
every day and update you on what was going on. Today was hard because it had been a year since your death. 
After a few minutes of silence | started to talk. 


"Hey, Richie Today was really hard. Tico and Dave said they would come and visit you a little later. Today was 


hard for Ava as well, God | wish you could she her. She looks so much like Heather. She had a little memorial 


for you where you guys use to live. I-I-I miss ya so much man. | never told you how much | loved you! That 
day we were suppose to go back to my place and | would tell you how | felt. | knew you loved me as much as | 
loved you. We would have been able to kiss each and hold each other. But that stupid truck driver had to go 
and ruin all of it! You should be here with me! You shouldn't be six feet under the ground! We should all be 
together making music and having a good time!" | started sob. Nothing about this was fair. | tried to move on 


with my life after | found out about Richie's death, but | couldn't. 


It was so hard. Facing life without my right hand man Or as | would have called you my lover. Tico and David 
helped me out. | was able to live my life, but you are always on my mind. Then came the interviews. People 
asking me to relive those horrible weeks of my life. From the moment | got the call about your accident to 
when | got the call that you had passed. Then they would ask me about the band. There is no band. Bon Jovi is 


done. They are no longer together. 


| sat in front of your grave sobbing for hours. Finally when all the tears had dried or maybe | ran out, | picked 
myself up and looked at the words on your tombstone. It read: 


Richard Stephen Sambora 
TAI 9-8/13/2009 


A great musician, father, son, and friend 


| turned away from the tombstone unable to look at it anymore. | spent enough time here today. | would come 
back tomorrow, the next day, and the day after that. Every day until | die. There is no one else for me to fall 
in love with. No one else who | would be happy to spend my life with. God took that man away and | will never 
understand why. | started to leave the cemetery when the wind started to blow. It sounded like someone saying 


"| love you." | couldn't help, but smile. 


"| love you to, Richie." With that | continued to walk out of the cemetery and to my car. 


